THE    MEMOIRS    OF
work. By ten o'clock on Thursday evening they reached a
stretch of country along the river broken up Into farms
occupied by small settlers, where the wheat was very well
advanced. Walking through the brightness of the harvest
moon, they could hear the settlers talking and shouting at
their work. They were at first surprised that work should
be going forward at so late an hour, but they learnt later
that it was then the invariable practice of Australian farmers
to do as much as possible of the work about their land at
night and in the early morning, sleeping and resting during
the middle hours of the day, when the heat made hard
labour almost impossible. The two men came to a part of
the Regentville estate known as Irish Corner, after the
nationality of Its tenant, and found a great number of people
hard at the reaping. Men, women, boys and girls were
wielding sickles with swift energy, laughing and jesting in
a mood that revealed their enjoyment of the job.
They waited by the fence for the leader of the reapers to
come up. The man greeted them, and learning that they
were seeking work, immediately offered to take them on at a
pound per acre, which wage did not appeal to Rashlelgh as
adequate.
'We'll look about for a bit among your neighbours,' he
said, cand if we can't get a higher offer, we'll come back and
set to along with you.*
*By this and by that, thin, you won't,* retorted the angry
Irish settler. *If you go streeling around looking for more
wages, you shan't touch not a straw of Pat Canavan's wheat,
see that now!'
Rashleigh and his mate moved on while the muttering
Irishman went by to his reaping, and at the next farm they
saw five reapers working, an elderly man somewhat ahead
of his companions. Hard-favoured, lean-flanked, and limber
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